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lntroduction

And now for something completely diferent, well not too similar
anyhow.....WRITE ON 11, As usual there are poems and stories
by some of our old favourites, and an article, this time written
by the Gatehouse Adult Literacy Project. And then, of course, the
there is a crop of writers new to the pages of Write On, two from
the Rochdale Writers®' Group, three from Commonword, and two,
Doris Sydenham and Freda Higson looking back at life as they
remember it used to be,

Since the last Write On, there have been a number of develpments
which promise to produce even more writing by working people.
Following the establishment of the Rochdale Writers Group, a
second group has been started at Balderstone Community School.
By all accounts the idea has caught onltke wildfire and the group
is now thinking of its own publication.

For a long time we have been consclous of the fact that not many
women take part In the workshop at Bloom Street, perhaps
because it is it is in the Clty centre, perhaps because It is main-
ly men. In order to provide a setting in which women can meet
and discuss their writing, a womens' group, Home Truths, has
been formed in Stretford.

Over the past year many people have felt that at a time of growing
social uncertainty there is a need to establish their roots In the
past through autoblography and historical accounts. To develop !
this strain of writing, a history workshop has been formed at the:
Abraham Moss Centre in Cheetham Hill,

For more Information, turn to the inside back cover, or phone
061-236-2773.

Thanke To: PNorth West Arts, Manchaster Cultural Services
and the Gulbenkian Foundation for their
financial assistance. :

Nick Ripley, Greg Monks and Elizabeth Spencer
for their tllustrations.

MARC for the use of their duplicators.
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——Lwing On't Moors

I think a person has to be born and bred on't moors to really
feel a part of them. To be able to say, "I love the moors.
Here I intend to live, and here I hope to die.” Such people
like the Brontes and Ammon Wrigley become as one with
thelr environment. Thelr roots are on't moors.

Many people these days are uprooted. In most places they
easily become acclimatised. But the moorlands are difficult,
you take them as you find them. No compromise!

There are times when I almost hate these Pennine foothills,
especially when standing in my doorway waiting for the bus,
with the wind and rain lashing at me as though they owed me a
personal grudge, It is at such times when I say to myself,
"Woman you had rocks in your head when you decided to live
here.” When the mist covers the hilis, nothing to be seen,
everywhere dark and damp, then it is depressing. But real
moorland folk do not think so. The mysterious mist and batter-
ing winds -~ which roar down my chimney - are part of moor-
land fascination, Eventually the winds and rain cease. Along
come® a sunny day and the decelitful moors smile, charming
even me,

Gradually, very gradually I am becoming fond of these moor-
lands, and the grey stone cottages and farms. Becoming
quite proud of saying, "Oh, I live over the tops.” Or when I
go south - to Manchester - I say, "I live on the moors.”
Quite Impressed some people look.

There are compensations living up on't moors, such as a
house with open views of the changing hills. The beauttful
sky and cloud formatic..s, the winter sunsets over Holcombe
Tower, One can watch the shadows move across the hills.
Watch sheep and cows grazing; smell the grass when cutting
time comes, and manure being spread. A varlety of smells and
scenes in season. Stlll pastoral in spite of mechanisation,
stinking trucks and juggernauts,
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One morning I was sitting in the kitchen drinking my breakfast
coffee, also gazing through the window. Not being over bright
at that time of day, for a few seconds I didn't quite belleve
my eyes. But, yes, there it was from a bygone age, slowl)_r,
silently floating over the moor tops. A Balloonl a lovely morm—
ing surprise. Another remembered morning I got out of bed,
drew my curtains on a bright shining day. Got dressed and
went downstairs into the living room, drew the curtains.

Over Holcombe Hill there was just one smallish black cloud,
and across the cloud a perfect rainbow.

That moming I felt specially privileged. A good omen, I
thought, and just my rainbow - only me to see It, a picture in

my window.
Living on't moors sure does have compensations.

ada mason

field area and 18 a member of the
the past she has worked in a
She has heen a cormitted Trades

Ada Mason lives in the Eden
Rochdale Writers' Group. In
cotton mill and as a cock.

Unionist since the age of 15.

Great Uncle Joe

My Great Uncle Joe bullt this dry stone wall. He was one of
the best dry-stone wallers in the West Riding of Yorkshire,
and one of the best boozers too; he could down a pint at one
long gulp. I suppose it was thirsty work dry-stone walling.

Uncle Joe built,quite a lot of the dry-stone walls around
Halifax and Huddersfleld, some bordering valley fields, others
up on the windy tops. He not only bullt walls, he often helped
to build farm-steads and out-buildings, and mighty proud of
this work he was. It fair broke his heart when one of these
farm-steads was drowned under the waters of a new reservoir.
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"Some of my best work under t'watter!” wailed Uncle Joe. I
don't think he would have felt so bad if they had drowned the
farm-stead under a vast flood of best bitter. Great Uncle Joe
loved ale, perhaps even better than his stone walling. He
always had a gallon or so by him when on a walling job. He
claimed the more ale he drank, the stronger and straighter he
made his walls, though the way some of them twist and tumn
over the moor makes me wonder about that, Uncle Joe's walls
are strong, right enough, but not all of them are straight.

A few months back, I saw some blokes with a car thieving
stones from one of Uncle Joe's walls. I was real upset and
told them so. They sald they wanted the stones for a rockery
and didn't realise the wall belonged to anybody, And that's
what makes me mad! Some people think that dry-stone walls
are no use, and the stones just free for the taking, They don't
understand most of these walls are so old they've become part
of Nature, things of beauty, like the granite rocks and the
wild heather, Besldes all that, they help the hill-farmers
keep his flocks of sheep together.

Some of these stone walls are so old, I think you could call
them Anclent monuments, like castles and cathedrals. And if
there were dry-stone walls hundreds of years ago there must
have been dry-stone wallers, like my Uncle Joe. His ancest-
ors, {and mine too come to think of it,) building thelr strong,
sturdy stone walls, and swilling down good, strong, home-
brewed ale to keep their strength up.

o
So now you can see why my Great Uncle Joe got his dry-stone
walling, and beer drinking talents from.

‘elizabeth spencer

.

Elizabeth Spencer s a member of the Rochdale Writers'
Group. Leaving school at 14, she hae worked as a kemnel
raid at a greyhound traek, a photographic assistant,
commeretal artist and marging assistant. She writes,
sketches and paints, and, wuillingly, does housework.
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Clayton

Shadows hang permanently in the doorways,

Hard laboured dirt from factories
Grows onto the brickwork

Like some black suffocating ivy.
Lace curtains and fresh paint
All fail to hide the lines of worry
On the faces that peer

From windows.

Even the pride

The weather tortured houses

Had once managed to inbreed
Has withered,

As did the councillors' promises
Now hate and an unknown fear
infect the already sore wound

Of the young, as their violent pleas

Are ignored.

And as the old stand talking on doorsteps,

The hope is apparent
in their nervous glances,

That the grey clouds that lie overhead

Will only bring the usual rain.
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Sixteen

I examine myself

With searching looks.
Probe my body gently,
With fingers,

Finding physical evidence
Of my transformation
To maturity.

But as my hand

Moves across my face,
Bone stops the fingers
Feeling in my mind

The proof that I need,
To convince myself
That T am sixteen,

Gold Plated ldeas

You regard

Owning dead objects a privilege,
More tmportant than friendship.
Your prestigious lies

About a material wealth

Are your constant companions.
Even when you make a joke

| Your smile is selfish E

‘ And has to be paid for.

Yet you rematin poor

Because you spend your time
With purchasing

The latest electronical gimmicks,
To try to fill the space in your life
Yhere the people deserted.
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The Television

A world revolving around coffee,
Warmth of the fire,

And comfort of the chalrs.
Fermanent bounderies are made
By the eldest,

So as to obtain the best position
To watch, passively

The wonderment and company
The television holds.

As eyellds fall

Under the softened lights

In honour to the eleventh hour,

1 sit amongst the heaving seal like bodies
That lay

Ac if stranded on a beach,

And begin to wonder

Why my life, whose centre

Is supposed to lie with my family,
Should rely upon an electrical box,
A marvel of the 20th Century.

T
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Sewer Worker Helen Gives Nook Y—

HELEN GIVES NOOKY in paint a foot high
on a wall in Ancoats, there's fame for Helen,

What would you be like how about the painter, had Helen given
1f you could him the elbow, was it a girl whose boy
Walk the corridors of power? is Helen's nooky now? I'd like

to think, it's a lover's celebration,
HELEN GIVES NOOKY in a paint of praise
I imagine, | suchlas poets in c;_sld time sonnets gave
Trying to clear all the shit away | to all their Helens for all their nooky,
But finally ; or better still, Helen herself,
‘ int spattered fingers glowing in the dark:

Being overcome by the 11. #

. AN | HELEN GIVES NOOKY for all who knew the girl
at the wilder walls of warmest Ancoats,
f this poem's another advert, no charge for Helen,

Somewhat like a sewer worker

Where World People

Who are these people in the drifting city
leaf-1like in that wraith of mist

dead-ends the consclousness of town-escapers?
”I'ck ,-,'p/ey Lost blossoms or the never flowering,

and all other similarities may sigh it all

for these a cliche satisfy, or deaden.
1 must be dumb or numb or in a parallel
existence to these drifting who never
drift for me, nor leaf-like, wraith-like,
haunt the corners of my coming in. I'd sooner
be a lamp-post marking dog than mark
the streets appearing in my hand
a pissed in poverty of heart and consclousness,
any man or woman anchors me there.
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Nick Ripiey is ome of the yownger members of the workshop. At
the moment he is doing a drama couree. fle aiso did mowy of the
tllustrations in this magazine.
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Right Of Way

George Stephenson was here, touzh old Geordle
wlth his P-way walking legs agog again:

the first station of the world's first passenger
rallway, Liverpool Read tc Liverpool's Edge Hill,
1830. 1830, The hundredth and fiftieth
anniversary celebrations have been announced,
mostly to do with the Rainhill Trials,

which is wise of the Railway Board, [ suppose,
considering the state of Liverpool Road today,

it must be the oldest slum in Manchester.

George Stephenson sald: you can change the shape
of the world sooner than men's minds, and, suffer
the nobility, they have the money. George
Stephenson's monument s ln our consciousness,

Joe smythe

Joe Smythe writea prolifically. Apart from the poems in COMT
AND GET ME, he ia just eempleting a book of poems cormemwopating
the opening of the first passenger Ene betwecn Manchester

ad Iiverpool, due to be published By the NUR,

£\ COMEAND GETME

&8

64 Pages of poems, The subjects
are mostly Manchester with poems
on the World Cup and the Royal
Family thrown in for good measure,
The history of a big city, its bea
beauties and uglinesses. Chiid-
hood and sex. The world s view-
ed through another pair of working
class eyes. Illustrations by Dave
MacDonald,

25p from Commonword or Grass
Roots.
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Tenlittle Cccupiers—

Ten little occuplers standing in a line

'Round came the counclil, then there were nine.
Nine little occuplers having quite a walt,

Up went a notice, then there were eight,

Eight little occupiers thinking they're in heaven,
One went to Langley, then there were seven,
Seven little occuplers in a pretty fix,

One went to Longsight, then there were six.

Six little occupiers feeling haif alive,

One got a re-let and then there were five,

Five little occuplers looking rather sore,

Someone knocked a wall down, then there were four.
Four little occuplers wondering where they'll be
One went to Wythenshawe, then there were three,
Three little occupiers wondering what to do,

One got a rebate, and then there were two.

Two little occuplers wondering where they'd gone,
One got a little flat then there was one.

One little occupler, writing all the time,

Putting all his thoughts down in a kind of rhyme.

norman sherwood

Norman Sherwod works on the railways. He has also vwritten a
book akout his experiemces of army WHfe.
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A Way Of Life

A WAY OF LIFF I3 THF FIRST TWC CHAPTERS OF AN ANTBIOGRAPHY
BY FORTS SYDFRAAM. IT TRACES HER LIFE FROM CHITDROOD CRWARDS.

IR FUTURE TSGUFS WE BODE TO ARING YOU MORE OF TIT.

RBeer! That was mv earllest recollection. That horrible sweet,
sour mixture, combined with the ever nresent smell of stale
tobaces, was, to me, the most hateful smell in the world.
Why did It have to be my 4ad that drank the awful stuff? [
used t) struaggle to get away from him when he sat me, vary
unsteadily on his knee, "How's my little doll today?" He
always called me that, Mum and the rest of the family called
me Dolly, but not my dad, "How's my little doil tolay?“ That
daily question, and his staggering gait as he came from the
pub, were all [ ever knew of him, in my early years. [ can
still feel the shame I felt ali those vears ago, when the two
bty policamen arrested him for " Disturbing The Peace™. That's
what they called it when he sang in his rich, deep volce the
songs he used to sing in the trenches to nelp relleve the hell
that he and his comraides knew as "War”.

Mum would get the rent book and go to the police statien to
bai! Lim out. Next morning he would be fined. 1 thought In my
chilldish reasoning that my fdad was only fined to help pay the
policemen their wagss!

Many, many times, mum wrapped her shawl around the baby,
and my brother and 1, each clutching mum's apron, wouldgo
on a tour of the pubs., Mum asked the same question at each
pub, "Pilease have you seen my husband?” Nobody ever had,
because we always came back without him,

A couple of hours later, the rows would begln. Softly at first,
mum afrald that the notse would waken us children, Then my
dad's volce, slurred with the drink, would get louder, louder,
untll mum was crying. - Mum cried most nights. 1 would
~rouch down on the unlit stalrs and weep with her. Too youny
to know why my mum was crying, but old enough.to feel the
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suffering she was golng through.

It was then I started to walk In my sleep, have nightmares,
wet the bed. Yes, I did all of that, and more. I think [ must
have been the youngest person to have a breakdown!

Aftar that my parents were more careful. I realise now that
thev both lovad me, and each other, but the constant drinking
almost rulned their marrlage, and my life......

It was not all bad. It Just seemed that way, looking back. If
1 am to be honest, I must remember the good things too. The
lovely lonyg summers, when a crowd of us would leave the
slums we knew as nomes and walk and walk untll we came to
green flelds. We were always warned not to speak to strangers
but the warning was not as tmportant in the days of my child-
hood as it would be today. We may have been tatty little
things, roverty strickhen and undernourished, but our child-
hoods were not haunted by fears that beset today’s children.
Thank Sod we were allowed to enjoy our freedom, without
having to keep lcoking out for the "Bad Men*!

How many of today's children know the exquisite joy of sitting
in the roadway and bursting those lovely big bubbles of pitch
that came up berween the cobblestones? It was worth the tell-
ing off we got from our parents, the ordeal of having margarine
rubbed into our fingers, then it being scrubbed off with a
scrubbing brush!

Eventually of course, we had to go back to those homes of
ours, wondering how many mice and cock roaches we would
find. There were compensations again in the momlings. Going
to the door to get cur jug fllled with thick, fresh milk, and
then baing allowed to give the crust that we had saved from
the night before to the milkman's horse. That horse knew just
which house to stop at. He would come onto the pavement and
walt, wouldn't budge until he got his tit-bit. Horse sense 1
suppose you could call it!

All good things have to come to an end, and that goes for
iong hot summers too. We oaly aporeciate what we have when

13




wa flnd we can no longer have {t
gl foniduid av . That goes for free
but th@:, ‘I‘twriasl tcam's for me to go to school. I w.as(:::itf?:d. :
and still am Lafr Pir.irmed of every new event in mY. llf; Iiv- :
i went to sé;lobliluit:f change, afrald of the un}:nownl..% oaf?’
schoel. Boh-lg two y P Glns Paoshar, He had pever lhlked
kg : i3 'Jtr‘:F;ar's older than me, he had more exper-
i t;‘ "n.ehm;sf Ilz:(lt1 2:’25.-.‘(L0\'ed ft, but it was n(.)t to
st ik e kept at home u
too;Iasted for jﬁ; Y;..‘.r. nce again [ settled tn nicely. That

r anmost two years, then I came unstuck again.

This time {
ity ta'rr.l.d Isri:ll;scher;;;pnlz::ur hrnsp!t?I that speciallsad In
fiz N wum was not feeli v

;‘le:n:fuf;t::qu;rt would show her wﬁa;l:qc;:So‘fr'r;[llrln;]i:;m-
gl 1 b.r()t.r,v.‘-rrllngdll:c!a. [T‘lst"ad, I poured boilring watrer
b, ighige -fn;:.lgm» myseifl Mum was given the third deg-
PP ;V.p,r {ﬁ;o get so severely scalded! Poor Mum

& ere was one! ,

[ will not dw
e vell on the a
gony I suffered f
never be ¢ : suffered, suffice to say I w
o momﬁ:{re!fﬂss wtlrh bolling water again as long a"‘I llvl“
e mea O ;v - - 51
My younge Of carelessness taught me a very valuable le £
(i y ger brother was not as fortunate as 1. He b j' o 23
treatmant for months, after | was cured -+He had to S

I always seemed to be a bad
18t child e a bad ln_f!erqnce on john, He we
i usua}(if[nir-.. t:'mt ’.'*',um had. One day, not helnq‘:ts ‘:f‘l:ool
Plosiicsaiy w::s. ooking through the window at th;? hc;ﬂh-—;
ftome when | 43 p.n}rkmi outside the sweet shop facing m~"--
dipl ) rh;\;}{: :n, who was only a toddlerrnt the !lmrr»
head of the morl.on.[L effm"’ his chocolate. He came under the
streat at th/at !.l-rre ”es., horse Just as a motor car - rare In r;ur
ated, as foi.m te .Hl came round the corner. I watched fascin-
L TR B ek =d stralght In front of it. 1 didn't e
cried out Ml;m, i"?};;‘i!:ﬁ:;‘:‘si:d ;-“"’-‘r:15 e %Plell !
Mt G Gvial H‘INQgp‘rnri.;—“; an knocked down."” My dad,
b O it ut, rolling his shirt sleeves
of him. ;::ds::”:r!n; I'lI kill him."™ Nobody tock any n'::;l)c*;s
put him in ;11; var was too concerned about my brother iia‘

s car and took him to the nearest ho.-';;ai'al. }{;
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sorry about the accldent, sorry for my mum.
with fruit and money to pay for anything
ally, had the honour of being

vel in a car!

was a good man,
So he called averyday
Johnny needed. Johnny, incident
the first person in our family to tra

+ that time that the family discovered that 1 was

a child, 1 started to have premonit-
at there was such a woard, It was

s such. Now and then, 1

re was trouble. My
She learned from

It was abou
»different” . Although stili
ions . Not that we knew th
later that it was labelled a
out with the remark that the

Areaded me saying it.
nt the police were coming to 3ay my

much
would come
mother got s¢ she
experience that it maa
dad was tn the starion againl

on the cne 1 had been

gaslight in every
1o lonaer

e tha nutside

Qur new house was a blg improvement

born tn. It was big! This had two bedrooms,
room, and best of all a backyard all of our own!
did we have toc queue with another famlily, to us
lavatory . This one was ours alone. Luxury indeed! Another
luxury was the tact that 1 41d not have tC sieep in the same
mum, dad, and the other kids. Nc, my el dest
aliowed to share the back hedroom. What's
t No other furniture, but a bed each,
tring rich. Not that the money WwWas

all that plencifui. 1 stil! had to sneak into the back antry with
my mum on monday mornings. Wait our turm to get in the paw»n
shop - Uncle's - then listen to the same old thn_me."ﬂnrry

Missis, I can't give you more than two bob for this iot,”

Mother would beg, plead, but to no avall. She never got the
better of him. E‘.very_i'riday we would go agatn, this time to get
the clothes out. We would only wear our best coats on a Sun-
day, and we were warmed what would happen 1f we got any

dirt on them, It meant Uncle would refuse 10 take them back
rhe following week, and thea the rent would have to be miss-
od. It may seem odd to people who have never ltved in those
condittons that we 4idn't feel deprived. Possibly hecause we
had never known any othier way of iife, we thought it was nor-

room as my
brother and 1 were
more, we had bed each
Oh yes, at last we were ge
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mal for the working class to Iive, nay, exlst in that manner.
After all if you have never tasted caviare, then bread and drip-
ping goes down very welll Dripping, that's something we were
never short of. My father worked at the wholesale market,
cutting whole carcasses of meat and lamb, so we did very well
for meat. So did the neighbours! Mother felt it wasn't right for
us to eat meat almest every day, when there were others who
could never afford to buy it, Mother didn’t stop at meat, If
anyone needed a penny for the gas, and mum only had a penny
in her purse, she would give that last penny away. That is
how my mum was. She was silly - but I would not have had her
any different. She was a very humble person. If the meek
inherit the earth, I would llke to think that she would be one
that would recelve her reward. You will come to know why if

I fintsh this account of my life,

doris sydenham

Having spent rmost of hew 17fe raizing a laras family, Doris
now kas the Efme to write pootry, auwl thia, the firat part of
her iife atorn, Tt was originally written az a record for her
ot Liven,

Sunday Clothes

We had a Dad that liked to drink,

that was the trouble [ should think.
With seven hungry mouths to feed

we always seemed to be in need.

We rarely had enough to eat,

wore other shoes upon our feet;

wore other peoples' cast-off clothes -
how we managed no-one knows.

Some of the things were hardly worn
and always seemed to be (n pawn,

On a Monday, before school,

to take them in would be the rule,

On a Friday night, [ would be sent
repay the cash that had been lent.
Can't wear those clothes ocut in the raln,
on Monday thay'll be in again.

Sew and Sew

As a family we were poor

the wolf was scratching at the door.
So I had to leave my leaming -

for some money tc he eamning.

I found a job at just elght bob -

for fifty hours a week,

Elghtpence to spend was all [ got,
but that to me was quite a lot.
Machining was to be my trad=s

and by ptecewcrk 1'd be pata.

If A needle I did break

a penny from my wage they'd take.
So1'd try to - {f I could -

to work with one which was no good.
Treadle, treadle all the davy,

to do no work would mean nc pav.

I could have changad my situation

if I'd had an education,
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wanld have

[ ered @ vat race, for the work T had to dn was not what I
1ibad tn hupve done given the apportuntty. So
[ thonaht mibe T could recoup some of my losees in 1ife

by writing,

[ Havelived

I've lived a Taste of Honey

and Love on the Dole;

wouldn't have to be an actress
to have played a leading role,
1've seen women at the pawn-shop
their faces tired and wom;

men standing at the corner,
dejected and forlorn.

I've seen little children
playlng cutside in the street -
thev run along the pavement

nc shoes upon thelir feet,

I've seen old men In the qutters
putting fag-ends in a tin,

their trousers torn and tattered
their coats so wom and thin,

Ah, yes, I've lived A Taste of Honey,
and Love on the Dole:

wouldn't have to be an actress -

it's written on my soul.

freda higson

Freda wmites "I have pesentin petired from what oonafil-
I Pt ontiy ]

r

whiok atarted me on poems about my eariier

nears and Life ™ general.
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Mad Johnny

They took the least line of resistence. Seeking out the
weakest link in the chaln and subjecting {t to pressure. She
was that link. And she was fragile enough to yvleld under the
pressure. They used methods of fear and intimidation. And
although they used violence, this viclence was conslidered to
be negligible and so therefore permissable. They needed a
signed statement {f they were to have any chance of convict-
ing Johnny, And she was the only person capable of supplying
them with one, The fact that they themselves had written the
statement did not unduly concern them. It was what they want
ed and once they had obtalned what they wanted, they dis-
carded her onto the street again. And her lonliness and her
paln were something they chose not 1o see,

She moved along the street easily. Lamplight reflected in
her hair. Heels tapping lightiy on the broken paving stones
beneath her feet,

"Carrie . "

She did not hear ner name called at first so did not stop
but continued on her way. Carefree. Happy within herself.

It came again. More loudly this time. “"Carrie.” The green
minl van pulled onto the karb. The driver climbing from his
seat and coming to stand bestde her. "Vice squad, " he told
her. "We're going for a ride.” And that was all he sald before
taking her by the arm and roughly manouvering her into the
passenger seat of the van,

They drove in siience. Through the dark and deserted
streets. Drove that way for what seemed to be several min-
utes but which she knew tc be much less.

1n time they arrived a* their first destination. Not the
police station however, but the car park behind the football
ground,

A sign read: Turnstiles F & G. Adults five shillings, chlld-
ren two shillings.

Fear moved within her.

He leaned towards her but did not speak. Clutching the
soft flesh of her leg above the knea, causing het to shrink
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into the furthest comer of the seat and to begin fumbling des- ad alwavs known that

] e h . the end. But they h
perately for the release catch of the door. They broke him In

e breaking meant nothing. Not a

His hand tightened wamingly, painfully, and she became q;ﬂ: Touﬁciﬁfﬁ;ﬂ;ﬁr ;::eaccomplfshm@nt_ It was Just some"
still. "That's better, " he told her, transferring his hand to :hfﬁo.:g:a; thp.y“ha{‘ de;:tded needed to be done, And after it
her chin before contlnuina. "I need something from you.”™ And o d(im - dnn—-ﬂ tht;" drove it from their minds and forgot thelr
then deceptively, "Just a Little something.” Vl?il! I-"E“Iust‘ a_n’f\t'nf'-r’ job “_Or‘ "The black bastari's better off

The night closed in around her. Her mouth became dry and ?:} 1',j bars.” :he{f sa-td'. And tn their own way they had
her throat constricted, She longed to speak but could not, S bi]?@oi it
Words would not form themselves into sounds. Her heart ﬁl\'f-fl.:::; {nd L,n;-.;:-x him and forgotten about him, P
pounded and breathing itself hecame something difficult. rhrous :t‘;e (-(‘gurfs and the law machine. Through the long

And then she saw the contraceptive in his fingers and fear } P qglh. ‘thp ducy and all the degredation -
completely overwhelmed her so that she screamed at him. o :1_ = d h;rf ~.‘nd he was lost.

"Why! Why!" And In a sudden panic lunged at his face with pemon Sl o > -
her nalls.

But he had been preparad for this and calmly, deliberately
he struck her a stunning blow with the heel of his hand, high
on the head. Above the hair line where it would not show.

;Mtenvards she only vaguely remembered being ch arged and
the" contraceptive and her money being taken from her handbag
and both being confiscated. She had no recollection at all of
the statement she signed ana which was produced in court
~laiming that Johnny had lived off her immoral earnings for
twelve months. And her own appearence in court the following
morning and her ten pounds fine were more of a dream than a They left the new brick and
memory. Court, Left 1t hehind them, his mother and

ved destrian re hefore
She remembered always, however, her'feeling of desolation nd made thelr way across the paved pedestrian squa

assad him

until the silent

glass building of the Crown
youngert brother,

when she had returned to the flat and learned that they had trial was over. The
taken Johnny in the night, She remembered it always. Except
for those times when the wine or the drugs brought oblivion.

it. Glad in thelr different ways that the .
wind stood ap and walked beside them. Through the clty.

*Johnny diddun do nothing, mam.,”
*Shush, I know."

Bits of paper round her feet and ankles.
»Tohnny diddun, . ....
5 know, * she sald again.

The wind moved the clouds and made the cold sun shine
down on them. Together they walked in silence. Hand in hand
down the long grey streets. Moving between the people and
the tall cold bulldings. Thinking of different things.

ghe counted the days into weeks and months. He counted
the cracks between the paving stones. There were SO many!
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So many that you lost count and had to begin again and you
kept wondering if you ever really would know just how may of
them there were or i they never ended but just went on and on
for ever.

1f you tread on a nick you'll marry a brick.

They sald if you behave son, you'll be out in two years.

The clouds were black now and angry looking. The wind
became restless and ran in and out of the bus shelter where
they now stood, stinging her legs through the cheap nylons
she wore. She buttoned her coat up to the collar. A thin blue
coat that couldn’t keep the cold out and if one looked closely
enough at the hem, big black stliches showed where it had
been taken up.

" Upstairs, Mam! Let's go upstalrs!”

Slowly she followed him up and walked down the empty
upper deck to the front so that he could hold the rail and
drive.

The big red bus stammered and squealed before gliding out
into the traffic.

"The park gates please.”

He gave her change of a two shilling plece. Dirty finger-
nails. Broken.

*Looks like rain, " he said, not even looking out of the
window at the sky. A fat man In a greasy uniform, shiny at
the cuffs and pocket flaps. His hat balanced precariously on
the back of his head.

"Yes, " she saild.

Back along the bus and down to the long seat next to the
platform, It would have been someone to talk to, he thought,
And took a crumpled clgarette stump from behind his ear. The
buildings looked smaller, dirtier, more plentiful. Huddled
together side by side and back to back. Smoke makes the sky
black and there were rats in the cellars. A maze of little
streets and patchwork houses. A whole section of the city
going to ruin, In decay. You could feel the dust In your throat
on a warm, dry day, fe ! it in your eyes. You could almost
taste the stink of rotting people.

They said the rats ate a Paki's baby half to death.

The thunder growled and the lightning flashed. Bright and
blue. Rain swept the city clean. He held his mother's hand
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and stamped through the shallow puddles making black spots
appear on her nylons. She didn't seem to care and he didn't
notice that she was crying with the rain in her face and the
wind in her eyes.

Johnny they didn't have to take you.

Johnny.aescee

They hadn't known when they had locked out his day that
shadows would creep into his mind or that dreams would make
hls eyes biind to the dreams of reality. And even {if they had
known, would they have dared to change the order of things.

They made him strip and pass his clothes plece by piece
through the gap in the side of the open-fronted cublcle in
which he stood and, when he was naked turn around and raise
each foot in turn to ensure that he was not concealing any-
thing between his toes. Then he was given a towel and told to
take a shower.

He moved as If in a dream. Oblivious to the water's warmth
and the muted droning of the prison warder's votce from bey-
ond the shower room, His actions unconscious. Automatic.
Deliberate and slow. Already reslgned to the weeks and
months of meaninglessness that stretched ahead of him.

The prison had absorbed him. As it had absorbed thousands
and thousands before him. Some struggling. Others passively
allowing themselves to be controlled by a word or gesture from
another. Incapable of challenging the hold which the prison
sought to place over them.

Finding that their self beltef and confidence had been
stripped from them along with their clothes and possessions
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they would close their minds in a reflex protective actlon
against the harshness and the hurt and enter into a state of
shock and non-awareness. Until, the period of vulnerablity
having passed, most would gradually return to something
approaching thelr former selves. Would slowly make their way
back to a strange but no longer terrifying environment.

But there were also others. Those who would never comp-
letely re-emerge from their catalepsy. Who would withdraw
too deeply to be able to find thelr way back again. Or who
would find that within the deeper regions of their minds there
existed a freedom different from any that they had ever known
before. A freedom which made no demands upon the individual.
At least no demands comparable to those which reality could
and would place upon them in such a place.

After he had showered he was issued with coarse grey
clothing and a plllow case containing all of the articles that
he would need and told to check its contents against the list
on the blackboard at the far end of the reception room,

When he had done this he took his place alongside the
others at the tables provided, He spoke to no one and neither
did they attempt to speak to him - respecting his sllence and
understanding his need for solitude.

He thought of many things and yet somehow contrived to
think of nothing in particular, Sitting there staring blankly
into emptiness. Time had no real significance. Passing unnot-
lced. Unmeasured despite the clock on the wall.

Eventually however they were told to stand and collect a
bed roll of blankets and a chamber pot each before belng
shepherded into prison proper.

Here, there were four wings built to a starfish pattemn.
Each tentacle radlating from a round central body. Each wing
consisting of four landings with wire safety netting strung
across the lowest level.

They were brought to the centre circle with its large hex-
agonal grating blackened and polished and made to stand {n a
semicircle around it. Thelr bedrolls at their feet.

Here at the heart of the prison there was a strange tranqu=
1tlity. Almost = cathedral-like atmosphere, created by the
high domed ceiling and the dim recesses only faintly illumin-
ated by the candlelight effect of the old fashioned gas lamps

which hung upon the walls.
4
24

A few of the prisoners began to talk quietly among them-
selves, heads leaning together and - hearing their whispers -
he momentarily came out of himself into an awareness of the
prison and its uniformity.

His eyes followed the cell doors along each landing. Paint-
ed pale blue. Brass handled. Every door with its peephole and
two large bolts. Every cell with the occupants card at eye
level glving details of age, sentence, religlon and any spec-
{al notes conceming diet. Every landing with its catwalks and
metal rails.

And as he saw these things and understood thelr Implicat-
lons, he let his mind drift back agatn. Along all of the cell
doors and the landings and the rails and into the centre circle
with its heavy metal grating and the new prisoners each being
lead to different cells in different wings. And still his mind
drifted back, back beyond the prisoners and the prison. Bey-
ond the world of time and place. And finally beyond himself.

Untll he was locked in his cell and there was nothing
again.

They called him Mad Johnny, now. Johnny because that
had been his name for as iong as anyone could remember -
and Mad because since his release from the prison and the
hospital there was really no other way to describe him. But
no one feared his madness. No one feared the violence that
his body was capable of. Even after Winston had pushed him
from the cafe and threatened him with a knife causing Johnny
to butt him in the face and knock him almost unconscious -
still no one feared his madness. And that was as things
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should have been because Johnny was not a violent man. Was
not someone who needed to be feared.

 The sun threw shadows upon the wall, High above his head
dust motes floated silver bright in the shafts of sunlight.

He rose from the floor of the derelict cinema in which he
slept and made his way into the alley at the rear to urinate.

Weak sunlight bathed him and he laughed aloud and delight-
ed that the damp patch he had made upon the wall should res-
semble a running horse because today he too would run - as
he often did. Run through the empty streets and along the
parkway. Around the park itself and then back into the quiet
streets deserted except for the odd person making their way to
work .

But as he ran his happiness slowly evaporated. Deep and
dark thoughts came to trouble him. Images of long ago. Faces
that he had forgotten appearing like ghosts from the past.
Insistant, Haunting. Forcing him to reluctantly acknowledge
that he had known another life and with this involuntary ad-
mission came other images. And the pain which he had so long
kept submerged.

-~ They had come into the cell silently. After his anger
" had spent itself and he lay on the cell floor bleed-

ing from a self inflicted head wound . Two prison
officers and two medical orderlies. He had offered
no resistance as they had stripped him of his cloth-
es and shoes and fastened him into a stralght-jack-
et, He had been oblivious to all that had happened
to and around him. Then they had lead him from
amongst the debrls of broken furniture and glass
that littered the floor and had taken him to the
hostpital wing where he had been placed in apadd-
ed cell. -

His feet beat the pavement rythmically as he ran effortless-
ly through the early moming city. Sound reached him. Traffic
and birdsong. But his vrain did not interpret these nolses. On
he ran. A flood of thoughts fllling his head. Hurting. Hurting
in the heart of him. Seeing little. Recognising even less. And
still he ran.
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~ He had wept and become incontinent. Cowering in
the comer of his cell. Unable to move his arms.
Knowing only fear. Fear of things that he did not
understand. Screaming In his confusion, Yet no one
had come. Screaming until he had whimpered. And
still no one had come, -

Thoughts, tmages, plctures tumbled Into his mind. A
speeded up still-movie projector focussed on the borderline cf
delirfum. Sweat sprang from his forehead and rolled down into
his eyes. Blurring his vision.

- And then they had come, And then he had slept, -

"No, " he cried aloud, "No! No! No! No! No!" His legs
were heavy now and tears and sweat stung his eyes until he
could no longer see. And still he ran. Forcing his legs to
move ever forward. Seeking to escape the pain which exploded
within his head. But there was no escape. And so he stopper
running and stood stilil,

- They had asked him questtons. Questions which he .
had been unable to answer. Sometimes had never
heard even. But they had still asked them. Until
eventually he had withdrawn into silence and had
not heard at all. When that had happened they had
sent him to a place where he had been safe and
happy. And then they had returned him to the world.
And he had become frightened again. -

Pain and confusion filled his mind to overflowing. His
thoughts wete no longer coherent . No longer tolerable. Past
and present were inextricably woven together in strange and
terrifying patterns from which he sought desperately to escape.
But he was already without the strength of will and personalliy
required to effect such an escape and so, in an alarmingly
short space of time, the suffering which his brain was unable
to handle or to understand reduced his body also to ineffectiv-
eness and tmmobility and he sank onto the grass verge bet-
ween the four lanes of early moming traffic.
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Later they were gentle with him, Not truly understanding
his anguish or its cause but recognising and responding to
another's need, And so, draped in a red blanket, they guided
him Into another phase of his life. One which has to know no
end.

kevin otoo

Kevin Otoo has written a lot of poems and a short sfory due
to ke published by +he Hulme kWriters’ Growp of whieh he 18
aleo a member. MAN JOHNNY is based won somebedy he has knowm,
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The Stray

Stray he was and aptly named
And he our hearts soon won,
For he decided to adopt us...
We were as good as anyone.

A dirty muddy heap of rags,
Yet, revealed by a soapy flood,
Silken waves of black and tan,
Underneath the filth and mud.

Our own Bob was a working dog,
Who resented this intruder,

His furlous welcome to this Stray
Could scarcely have been ruder...

Now Stray could be a crawler,
Always beneath our feet,
Grinning with abject humility
For whatever there was to eat,

Ponies were a menace, starved and wild,
Savagely chasing the most unwary...
Sheep ravaged everything, scattering bins,
Nights were broken by sounds most scarey.

How jealously was Stray on guard

All night and through the day,

With alert eyes and keen ears aquiver
For the foolhardy to venture hls way.

Once lovers had occupled the space,
Nestled, “twixt our house and the next,
Their loving hearts near stopped as one
As Stray proved he was very vexed...
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Soon, too, the morning birdsong

Was exchanged for cries of pain,

The milkman, the baker, the candlestick maker
Ran the morning gauntlet in vain...

Crashes, yells and chaos now

Filled the birth of each new day...
Ponies leapt gates and sheep stampeded,
While our Bob, indoors, hated Stray.

Oh, what a courageous sight it was,
To see a wild pony in full flight,
And teeth in tail, waving behind...
A black and tan flag of might.

It ended one dreadful day,

When Stray had tasted a kill,
And not one lamb was safe at all
From the killer on the hill...

He dropped bright election posters
Onto the uneven floor boards...
As the cat lovingly caressed
White fur onto his well-cut suit,

He swallowed his uncertainty,

And, with difficulty, forced a beam

Nearly cutting his persplring face In half,
"Could I count upon your support, madam?"

... I looked at him, so lllfitting

In this place I called my home,
Uneasy before my cynical demeanour,
1 felt superior. .. could he buggery!

Joan batchelor

Jo Batchelor is Welsh and proud of it. Meat of her family
fe growm up now od she finda lote of time to write atorios
and poems such as thegse and those to be found in ON THE WITD
I(‘.I'T'F-‘. 4 ’ . il i

Buy It?

He stood there, bluffing away his herror,
The ultimate had occured...

My daughter, with gullful innocence,
Had invited this local candidate in.

He looked miserably out of place,
Like a diamond in a coal-mine,

His smile hanging on grimly,

His plum-stone stuck In his throat.

So this is what, for many years,

They had promised to lmprove...
Sideways noting this corporation dump,
The task seemed to overwhelm him.
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N ild Side

A collection of poems by
Joan Batchelor
Housewlife unextraordinary
lover of words
"Much in here is written for
people who think they dis-
like poetry, who feel it may
be too 'high brow' for the
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The Egoist

Q "Can you help me with these calculations?
I'm no good at maths.”

A "No, you never did get past number one.”

Harvest

The only thing we pick
round our way 4
are fights,

o~

Sure it stinks
But I'm putting the manure
- On my bank manager's garden.

Celia has been a frequent comtribufor to Commonword publicat-
iong. She har been a student, a shop assiatant, and a secret-
ary. Mmy of her poems ean be formd in COMMONVERSE.
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Concorde

He 1s shouting
in order to drown the sound
of his own inner voice.

There are not
decibels high enough.

Stable

He holds the conversation
Keeping it well-reigned in
Afrald it might bolt

Glven {ts head.

But instead, like a horse
it may only bend its neck

To crop the grass
Growing over his feet,

Family Conflict

He is banging on the wall
Walls of his own Insides

Crylng to be let out, -

His family who love him
Gather in a circle

Crying to be let in.

Celia Monks
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CUSTOMER
MANAGER

CUSTOMER
MANAGER

SHCP MANAGER

SHOF MANAGER

—Can [ Help You Sir?

Hallo, shop,...ls anybody there?

Yes, yes, canl help you?

Yes please, Is thls the sporting equipment
shop?

That's what {t says outside sir,

Oh goodie.D'yer sell guns and things?

Yes sir,

And bullets?

Yes sir, we sell bullets,

Oh, that's nice.

May I point out ane thing sir....?One
requires a Firearms Licence to purchase
items of this nature,

Oh dear. .. But what about hydrogen bombs,
does one need a Firearms Licence to
purchase hydrogen bombs ?

Hydrogen bombs...ha...ha...ha...l
shouldn't imagine so sir.

Oh good...well I'll have one,..by the way,
can 1 use my Access Card?

You can use your Access card sir,.. but...
ha, unfortunately we haven't got a hydrogen
bomb. .

Not even a small one. .. say a flity megaton
one,

Sorry.

Oh dear - néver mind - listen - I'll have a
V2 rocket complete with war-head,

Sorry sir, we're right out of those,

What about a nice nerve gas bomb, capable
of destroying human life over a seven mile
radlus.,

It's not your day, is it sir, the last one
went this morning.

Pity.

Look ... how about a Polarls submarine
complete with four nuclear missiles.
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Are you trying to be funny? How would I get
that down the street?

Of course, 1 wasn't thinking.

That's alright, but just watch 1t.

Yes, sorry sir, look... I know this is none
of my business - but - what exactly do you
want this for?

Ladybirds.

What?

Ladybirds (shouting)

Ladybirds ?

Can you suggest anything?

Well, sir, just a minute.. Ah. .what about
this.

What is 1t?

A spud gun.

What?

A spud gun sir...it fires bits of potatoes.
Do you need a licence?

(whispering)I think we can arrange it
without a licence sir.

But are they alright for ladybirds?
Er..yes, sir...it says here...especlally
for ladybirds.

Right, I'll have one,

Oh jolly good. .. there we are.,. one anti-
ladybird spud gun. That'll be 24p.

Thank you very much, Thope it works - other-
wise I'll have to get a fifty megaton hydrogen
bomb - or a V2 rocket.

“I'm sure it'1l work sir - goodbye .

Yes, thank you.... goodbye.




-The Mothand Jimmy Malone

Jimmy Malone, he washed and shaved

Cos to the pub he was paying a call

He came out of the bathroom all smelly and clean
Then he noticed something strange on the wall

It was a moth,

It was all orange with big black eyes

And it stood out on the anaglypta quite clear

Jimmy sald"Hello Moth -I'm off to the pub
for a beer".

The moth just did nothing in reply -
ltke moths do,

So Jimmy sald”See yer”

And he shot off to the pub with zest

He had ten pints and talked a lot

Like you do - to get things off your chest

When he came back he was drunk
And he fell all the way up the stalrs
He came to a halt on the landing
And thought about saying his prayers

Cos he was face to facé with the skirting board!

But when he looked up, guess what he saw
Ey, it was the moth still there on the wall
The moth looked down at him

And.sald "You've been having a ball”

"I'm as nished as a pewt", sald Jimmy Malone
"Cos I've drunk ten pints of beer”

He stared into the Moth's big black eyes, adding
"An’ 'ow come you're stll ‘ere?"”
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"Well we only live a few days at best", said the Moth
»and it's cold outside and it's dark

So I've come in here where it's warm and light

I got drenched last night in the park".

"By all means", sald Jimmy Malone
"You can shtay as wong as you lont
You're shertainly a meautiful both,

Is there anything else that you want? "

"1 need nought, but good conversation

Would help pass the odd hour of the night

I could tell you of moths, you could tell me of man
That is if you're not too tight"

So they talked and they talked

Of men and machines, politics and various things
And of lady moths, hedgerows and spiders

And red admirals with gaily colourad wings

But after two hours of talking like this
Jimmy's eyelids got heavy, like lead
Hesald" Good night" to the Moth

And the Moth just nodded his head

Rut when Jimmy woke in the morning
The Moth was on the floor by his side
And jimmy knew the moth was dead
And Jimmy Malone -he cried.




——Close Encounters

m T B
7 Iramn il g O e
BRI

..-"3'&511..
HARRY Oh, I see we're blessed wiv
o 283 your comp:
BERT Yeah, well,.. Bl - 1
HARRY Well what?
BERT What?
HARRY Well where was you?
BERT W'fhat do you want to know for?
HARRY Well I do ave a right, don't I? After all, you know
Thzrsday‘s always the day for cleaning the bollers,
and we usually do it between us, So where w.
BERT Can't tell you, i
HARRY Why not? I'll tell you why not - cos you was skiving
that's what,
BERT Not so, 'Arry, but don't ask me, please don't ask me

where 1 was yesterday, please 'Ar .
2 Ty, don’t ask.
HARRY Yeah - alright. : - 2

BERT I 'ad a close encounter of the third kind. Me and my
big mouth.

HARRY A what?

BERT A close encounter,

HARRY Wiv what?

BERT Wiv a allen b ~ing, stupid.

HARRY A alien being!

BERT Yeah - a allen being - now don't ask me any more -
official secrets act.

HARRY Oh yeah - sorry Bert,

BERT Can I trust you "Arry?
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HARRY
BERT

HARRY
BERT

HARRY
BERT
HARRY
BERT

HARRY
BERT
HARRY
BERT

HARRY
BERT

HARRY

BERT

HARRY
BERT

HARRY
BERT

HARRY
BERT

Yeah, but I don't want to get you into trouble Bert.
Well yeah - actually we could be incarcerated for
spreading fear and panic. ;

Yeah - fear and panic.

But I'll tell you what I'il do, if I impart what I know
will you solemnly swear not to repeat it to a soul,

Course Bert,

Cross your heart and hope to dle.

Cross me "eart and ‘ope to die, Bert.

That's alright then, cos if you don‘t you might just be
atomised wiv laser beams and your particles spread
all over the universe.

1 don't want my particles spread over the universe,
Then they'll probably kill you,

That's not very deslrable, Bert,

No., Anyway, I'd just got on me bike, yesteday
moming, when all of a sudden I thought...

You thought of that boiler that needed cleaning.

No, I thought I saw something out of the corner of

me eye.

Was it a horrendous fat green monster with tentacles
and bloodshot eyes,ready to render you incapable
wiv its rancid breath?

Naw, it was the wife wiv me gorgonzola sandwiches.
Anyway, suddenly my dear wife looks up and says"Ch

dearest, whatever is that hovering over the off licence

What? I says, and when I looked up - there it was -

a clgar shaped object.

I bet you was frightened Bert.

Yeah, 1 was abit. Anyway this thing moved across
till it was over me and the missus, and then this
bright white light sort of engulfed me and I seemed
to float upwards - then i blacked out,

That it?

No stupid, 'course it aint it, When I woke up I was
on this sort of table and I *ad nuffink on, and there
was this terrible stench.

It must "ave been the alr they breathe.

Naw, it was me gorgonzola sandwiches, They were
being analysed on another table.
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HARRY
BERT
HARRY
BERT

HARRY
BERT

HARRY

BERT
HARRY
BERT
HARRY
BERT

HARRY
BERT
HARRY
BERT
HARRY
BERT

HARRY
BERT
HARRY

What about the wife Rert,

Ch, her, she was on a third table,

Did she 'ave nothing on?

Well she 'ad *ad nuffink on hut they’d covered 'er up
again cos the sight of 'er body made two allens sick,
You see, where they come from they 'ave nuffink like
*er, they were sort of unprepared so they 'ad to go off
and be sick.

Bad as that is she?

Well it doesn't make me sick, but ' course I'm used
to it.Anyway this ltke alien chief comes over, after
his mate had finished probing about me person. And

he starts communicating wiv me - not wiv his mouth
though,

What did he use Bert? Psy chicThought waves what
transmitted his advanced communicating system
into something more understood by your base
human interlect, Hey Bert?

Hey, you know about these things, don't you?
And what did he say?

He sald, 'cor mate is that your missus?

Interested In your missus was he then?

No, he was more Interested in me bike. Thought it,
was a marvel of Earth Technology. Course, where |
they come from they don't have bikes,

I bet they'll have them now,

Yeah, but they'l! *ave to redesign "em.

How's that Bert?

Well them allens see, they don't 'ave a bum,

No bum?

No, it's brought about hy*centuries of queuing up,
Yeah, do a lot of standing about them aliens. See
this chie f allen sald to me"What's this then? "
Meaning the saddle on me bike, and I said, "That's
where you put yer bum”, and he satd”Not much use
to me -see - cos I aint got a bum”,

What do they '.. e there then, Bert?

Their *eads,

It's to be 'oped they don't 'ave to use one of our loos
Bert - cos they'd drown If they pulled the chaln,
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Yeah well, that's one of their groblems.

- er - mate, Bert
[T{::r(:l%r::':y'l\rry, well not like wiv any touch lnz.d
they do it by psychlic remote suggestion, He az et
me 'ow we did it and when I told him, he looke 2
my missus and said, "Blimey, you must be.joklr;g h T
Made him very sympathetic towards me. He sa e ;
show me how to do it by remote control.

How did you get back Bert?
Well we chatted for a few hours, then he satd he had

to be golng and the next fing I remember I was baci:

on Earth suffering from shock, an I ‘ad to go down to

the pub to recover.

Wha}:: ‘ave you told the personnel officerBert?

Oh "im, he knows, cos 'e's been vetted by the "

Home Office. But the official reason why I was o
ink see. :

is flu - so you don't say nuff

Csourse not Bert - Hey remember last Thursday wht;n

you was kidnapped by passlon crazed amazons an

held captive for seven and a half hours.,

Don't remind me "Arry.

And the Thursday before when Ron Greenwood begged

you to get his team fit for Saturday's _game?

Shh...I'm beginning to doubt my confidence in you

'Am.r Hey up - here's the foreman. What job on

today "Arry? 1 o

Cleaning the bollers Bert. .

‘[ou:re joking - didn't you do that yesterday?

Naw, I was off - got tnvolved in a fracas wlv:k 2 .

Chinese Tong leader down behind the gaswo L. g

finished up down Shanghal - ‘elping INTERPOL w

drug problem. ;

Yougtgo? Lot of it about ‘Arry. Shanghal l}ey?ptl tr;:at

going there next Thursday - come on, let's ge

boller sorted out.

41




Vogue

LIFETIMEES

LIFETIMES-are a serles of seven bocklets writt-
en by people in Partington, the overspill town
outside Manchester. The authors are all people
who for one reason or another refused toc accept
the non-community in which they found them-
selves and tried to do something about it.

Thank God for Vogue

And people who go to Spain
Who flee the British summers
Avoiding the British raln

Thank the Lord for plastic boats
Which people take to the sea
And those who play golf

And leave the British hills to me
In the LIFETIMES booklets they pool their exp-

erlences, from widely scattered childhoods to
the present day. They talk first to each other,
but in doing so, they have a lot to say about
things that matter to all of us.

Available from Commonwrd. £2.40 per set, or
35p per booklet + P&P.

Young Scientist

I wanna be a chemist ege
Cos 1 alnt no fool E
I wanna mix fings Ilke they do ’ @

An' blow up the bleedin* school

200 page plus anthology of poems, stories and
working class history published by the Feder-

ation of Worker Writers and Community Pub~
A/a” B”,ferworrﬁ lishers, WRITING brings together writing from
about 15 groups across the country.

» . wonderful work, some funny, some sad,
but all well written and to the point.” TGWU

RECORD
Alan Butterworth ir a draughtsmm and dvinker, the author of "The pleces vary from the average to the utter-
radio sketches, poems and good times. His work goee doum even ly refreshing and excellent.”

better after five or six pints at a pub reading.
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Fleas

I'd just got in from walking up Corporation Street to Market
Streat to buy Wesley these white shoes, €2 in Saxone's sale.
Earller today I'd been home and pinched one of my Dad's vests
and one of his shirts. Wesley had just got this job as a kitch-
en porter in a night club In Manchester where they employ
black staff and entertainers but keep a colour bar on the front
door and on membership. I can't mention the name since they'd
only deny this, then try to sue me,

Sa T walked under the railway approaches to Victoria Station
and up Redbank tec the concrete balcontes of Irkdale House.
It's a bedsit flat, Wesley Is the tenant. It's one big room with
an oven fire and a sleeping corner in which we've got an fron
cot which the Salvatton Army gave us. Me and Wesley sleep
oh the bed. John Leydon, from Salferd. who's a porter at Lew-
is's, slesps on the settee; and Timmy trom Edinburgh, who does
nothing but cadge and break meters, sleeps In the easy chalr.
Wesley bumped into Jimmy when the latrer had gotten off the
London bus, drunk on somebody’s life savings. ['m from
Rrooks Bar, Old Trafford: and Wesley ts from Clarendon,
jamatca.’Yeah... Jimmy broke the meter of the cld man
npstalrs who then had no electric, got all depressed over {t,
and gave his flat up and went to sleep In the Night Shelter,
We gave Jimmy hell about that. So he broke ours too. Mind
vou, [ remember when me and Wegley kidded Jimmy that we
were having a communal food budget and h2 gave us seven
pound out of his giro and we went and blew it all downtown.
Mind you, he was always eating our food and spending all his
money on drink.

I'flrst met Wesley tn the New York gay pub. He had this
shabby coat on. 1 thought he was from Soweto. I've never seen
hlack people so poor off as In clips of South Airlca. Yeah...
or maybe Manchester,

So here 1 was, getting back home, these were bullt in the
nineteen thirties and are being demeolished soon, Half the
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block is burnt out into a shell anyway. As well as the blg room
we've got a hallway, kitchen and bathroom. We tried to clean
the windows onca... our first glimpse cf the ratlway sidings,
the boneyard, the multi-storey flats on Rochdale Road: and to
the West, the huge metal and stone city. Ar nighr, the tramps
sleep in the rallway carriages below, You can hear them dist-
urb the alsatian in the bonevard.

Yeah, vou're still in the 1970s. When I'd fust got the kettle
on the stove and Wesley got out of bed and clumped around In
these size-eleven white shoes till he found his underpants
and put my Dad's vest on, He decided to stay uo now and gs=t
dressed. We had egg and cnips for tea. We survive from one
giro to the next on egg and chips. And watched Granada
Reports on the box. Qur TV is an old Vistonhtre with a slot
meter. But Jimmy scon cut that out, so now we don't pay a
thing.

Anyway, after the pubs had shut, Jjohn Leydon lets himself in
with this lad whe's got no place to stay. This lad's about 18
years old and dressed llke a tramp... a genuine tramp. He'd
plcked him up in Snack Times, an all-night cafe off Piccadilly.
[ knew John Leydon never took a wash but this lad was too
much even for him. After the late night movie, me and Wesley
got into bed, me wearing a Jumper cos it gets cold. I always
end up taking it off. And Jimmy came in efflng and blinding
and pressing the buttons on the telly and asking if anyone was
for a game of cards, and calling Wesley a black this and a
black that, and turning the bloody llght on. And Wesley telling
him to go fry himself, When John Leydon had lald down this
bed of blankets in front of the fire for him and this boy who I'd
come to call Flasher because of nis grey tramp's coat. Jimmy
was so pleased. He'd got the settee foronce.And John Leydon
and this lad did nothing, just went to sleep,

In the morning John Leydon comes over to the bed and he's
dressad for work and he whispers something in my ear, and I
say "Why should I do that?*" So anyway, I take Flasher Into
the kitchen and tell him tc drop his kecks, which he does., And
the younqg lad's leygs are ali covered In sores with insects
crawling in them and blocd and fiuld running out. And I have to
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tell him he won't reach twenty one {f he doesn't come to the
hospital with me thls very morning. So he tells me he sleeps
rough and there's nowhere to wash and he could have caught
this in one of the Night Shelters and besldes, now he's infest-
ed, the hospital wen't have him and the Salvatlon Army keep
mak ing him go back to his step-mum. He says that he's been
laft homa six months, and anyway a flat in Hulme is no home.

He leaves the flat at nine o'clock with John Leydon, and Jimmy
leaves with them cns he's got to slgn on, Flasher refuses to
lot me take him to the Infirmary, I go back te bed ranting and
raving at Wesley's bare back, and me golng on about the state
of Flasher's legs, Till Wesley turns tound and puts his hand
over my mouth then pulls back the blankets and I'm bloody
freezing. And he looks {n horror and makes a grab at my throat
and shouts out: "A FLEA, A FLEA, QUICK LOOK FOR THE
FEMALE, THEY TRAVEL IN PAIRS, QUICK OR SHE'LL LAY EGGS."
There's me, my naked body glaring out the balcony widow for
all in Rochdale Road flats to see. After ten minutes we find
the other flea in the blankets.

[ go up Cheetham Hill Road and spend one-fifty in the pharm-
acy. I buy two fat cannisters of flea powder, Then we stand in
the hallway with the front door open. And I rush in the living
room and Wesley pulls the deor shut after me and me pumplng
away at this cannister, my head in a towel. Clouds of white
flea powder all over the bedding, the curtains, the chairs and
narpets. White clouds of filea powders Then rush out of the
door and slam it behind me and get my face out of the damn
towel and breathe again. Then read the cannlster, which says
o repeat again after four hours, What a wasted day.

And we lean there against the verandah outside tha front door,
watching the traffic and trains on Redbank, and walting for

the big room to defumigate itself. When who comes out of the
stairs-room but Flasher with his coat full of fleas. He's telling
us how John Leydon sald he could stay with us tili the palr of
them get a flat off the council up Miles Piatting. And Wesley
hits the balcony above. There's terrible shouting and swearing
about Flasher going to'be thrown off the balcony unless he
gets down them stalrs pretty quick and never comes back
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again.

Flasher's fighting a losing battle and he eventually turns his
back and scrapes off along the deck to the stair-room. I lean
over the balcony and see him coming out of the bottom of the
flats, then tralpse all down Redbank to under the rallway via-
ducts, then in shadow turn right, past the Women's HHostel,
back to the garbage cans of the clity centre and the blg rest-
aurants up Corporation Strest.

Yeah.... Wesley is going for a job tonight.

Rut what about flasher?

Jalm Gowling we borm fn Moss Side,
raiscd ™ Reddish cnd has since
lived in Mose Side, Merseyaide,
md now tn a Counectl maisonette

in Remoiok. Re has worked in a
nightolub, hospital, housing
denavement and on the buses. He

4 o7
18 &7,
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——Marriage Bliss

SUNDAY MORNING

"Let's make love, dear brida, "

'I can't! The children are playing outside,”
‘Come on love, let's have a nibble, "
"Ooh, do stop that Eamest, .

You're making me giggle,”

Aw! Come on, let's have a screw."
N[_‘_\ ;

Sorry love, I've all my ironing to do.,”
I slgh!

Is there any use being married to vou?

SUNDAY MIDDAY

"Come on Earnest, blow me a kiss. "

" - ,! a » : 2

"A w! Come on Sue, I'm golng out on the piss,”
Earnest dearest Earnest oh do

give me a love,”

"Heavens above, ['ll be late

for the pub.,"

I stgh!

Is there any use being married to you?

SUNDAY EVENING

"Larnest wake up, you drunken lout! "
You're supposed to be tak ing me out,”
"Qoh do stop that shaking

my head's bloody aching.

What time 1s it Sue?"

"Seven thirty two,

and {t's getting late!

The sitter is coming at elght! "
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AT THE L TER THAT EVENIN

Sixteen pints and a brandy

says Eamest "I'm feeling quite randy."
"Oooh, " says Sue, with a slight grean,
"Hic' just walt until we get home."

LATER STILL THAT EVENING

Back home and it's a race for the loo
staggers Earnest up the stairs
tralling Sue.

Then all of a sudden before his eves
stands Sue all naked, right up to her
thighs.

He tears off his clothing qulte speedlly.
Groans Sue, "Take mel Ravish me!”
"I'm doing my best.

Ouch! It's caught in my vest,

Help me Sue,

I"m tin a bit of a stew,”

She tears off his vest

with sc much zest,

and it's off to the bedroom

Like Tarzan and Jane

and they eventually have it -

agaln and again

and again and again and

and agatn E'md aqnll_'l...........-.....u...--..
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—Grandad Breaks Wind

My grandad wouid sit in the chalr
Belching, rifting, and breaklng wind
He Atdn't care

Anymore

te would just sit there

{n his old armchair

Sucking mints

Rele~hing, rifting, and breaking wind
Perhaps

It was the mints.

He didn't care

My grandad

Why should he

It was his chair.......

dave prestbury

5 . : < - = 3 Ts Ne
Nane Presthury ccmag from i Lasaptin. Ha o inm hig ecrly 30

1 opften poemn A moviae, FHe werla _ﬁﬂ]- 1oL Cormutara.
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High Rise Christmas—

‘ey, Mam,

'‘ow's 'e goin' to get down our chimney?

thera's no chimnies In flats,

What d'you mean he'll come to t' door?

S'pase 'e goes to t' wrong one

an’ that snotty nosed girl down t' passage

gets my machine for makin® ‘orrlble green luminous skulls
like what I asked 'tm for,

an' I gat a doll that wets and sez Mamma

when you thump Lt In t' chest?

D'yvou think she'll swap tt Mam?

Mam....

Can [ wait up an' see '"timn Mam?

Well

can ] keep one eye open?

An 'ow's 'e goin' to get round everycne?
'a'll "ave tc move flipplin® quick

cos, after'e's bin ‘ere,

'e's got to go to our Eric’s tn Bradford.
ow does ‘e do It Mam?




Scene

Orange sun -
slides Into smokey
industriai oblivion
without even
saying

goodnight.

Home Again

the lightz of the town below me

travel lethargically past :

as the traln weaves tts caterpillar way honin
The yellew winking lights ; R
‘?nd the white starred homes

form hartequin robes

of a queen's gown:

and the steady heart beat

and tuming wheels

remind me softly

of the town

where she is,

gordon jackson
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Crazes

A year ago

the walkways roared

to the sound of skateboard kids
bound on futuristic wheels

to bright tomorrows.

Tcday I saw the new revival:
An urchin sister

in broke down shoes

with bruise=blue knees
scooting reluctant

from the past

Turkey Lane

[t's not so bad up here

as kestrels hover at the brook
for prey. And fo the West

the sun sets afire

the charcoal city blocks.

Which makes it somehow worse
being lost down nere

insect nigh, part way up

the soclal pile.

phil boyd

rhil foyd {2 27. These poems were written about the Turkey

Lane eatate wheve he 1émed until recently.
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— Tlle Aerosol Kid To anéEnglishAstronomer—

The hole in his head keeps buming,
Rattling his spray can at the entrance to the Subway, flames leap across chasms of space.
walking.ower dead pools of paint, The eccentric Astronomer 1s watching,

following a trail of white footprints, and walting for God's saving grace.
he entears a tunnel of hate,

A Machine gun bursts over a crowded wall,
the spray can splutters dead in his hand,
black bullets dribble in the Aerosol mist,
not a single word from the Aerosol Xid,

but the sound of running feet.....

The English Weather

High Summer,

but the rair falls,
nonchalantly dripping

from an Englishman's head.

Saltofthelarth
e, Autumn

and your feet well rooted, into the ground;
smile and close your eyes -

One chime of a bell

caught by the wind,
?rc‘)':th:ztehg:::?gaﬁf:i;ach and early leaves give chase

the immutable sound.
will wipe the honest sweat from your brow, to
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— Reggae intheCrescent

In the Crescents of Hulme

a slice of Mocn,

reflects on broken glass.

While deep from the concrete

the echoes of a Beat,

shake loose the window hcardings,

Sleepless Night

Again and again

the empty beer can rolls,

past Hell and back;

benegth my window all night long,

Even the wild wind then,
is caught between these bars of stone.

richard goldfizar

T LT ;
R;cmrd Golidfizar has been coming to the workshop for about
;tba-ee mr_".‘..ks now but h2 i3 no meweomer to writing poetry
Most of his work is like these; short and to the point.
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AWrite to Read—

THIS IS THE SECOND ARTICLE IN WHICH QUESTIONS OF WRO READS
AND WRITES ARE DISCUSSED. IT WAS WRITTEN BY WORKERS OF THE
GATEHOUSE FROJECT, AN ORGANISATION MSED IN BLACKELY WHICH
PUBRLISHFS WORK FOR AND BY LITERACY JUDENTS. LIKE COMMON--
WORD, GATEHOUSE IS A MEMBER OF THE FEDERATION OF WORKER
WRITERS AND COMMUNITY PUELIGHERS.

"There 1s no reading problem, There are problem
teachers and problem schools. Most people who
fail to learn to read are victims of a flercely
competitive system that requires fatlure. If walk-
ing and talking were taught in most schools we
might end up with as many mutes and cripples

as we now have non-readers.” Herbert Kohl.

The Gatehouse Project is part of a larger literacy movement.
Literacy In general came out in 1974, when the Government
released 2 Million for literacy work and set up in conjunction
with the BBC the ‘On The Move' programme.

On the surface it looks quite simple. Some adults had not
acquired reading and writing skills and now there was the opp-
ortunity to spend time and money enabling them to acquire
these skills. But it wasn't that simple. For a start there was
lgnorance among educators and the general public about liter-
acy. This ignorance conslisted of assumptions about people
who couldn't read and write:

»When I told the woman behind the desk that I
couldn't read.-or write she began to mouth words
at me, as Lf I were deaf or stupid.”

"When 1 explained to him that I'd come for lit-
eracy classes because I was (lllterate, he gave
me a form to fill in."

Students had to fight through this sort of humiliation and maln-
tain thelr self-confidence and belief in their own worth.
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It 1s no coincidence that many adult literacy students are
working class. It is working class children who consistently
have their confldence undermined by the school system, who
are put in large classes and left to sink or swim. If they sink
they've had it. They are immedlately labelled as having a low
IQ (and who knows what that is anyway?). Thelr teachers ex-
pect very little of them and end up with exactly the results
they expected. Surprise, surprise!

Some people have tried to treat reading and writing problems
as a sclence. But the scientific objectivity seems to break
down when it comes to class backgrounds. If you're middle-
class you'll be labelled dyslexic or word blind. If you're work-
ing-class you'll be labelled remedial or backward, and in the
staff-room they'll call vou thick. The treatment's different
too. If you're middle-class you'll be rooted out and tutored,
have much time and money spent on you until you've mastered
the written wnrd. But if yvou're working-class you'll struggle
in the back row until you give up. All school's taught you is
to fall and to dread fallure.

For many adults coming forward for literacy tuition the exper-
fence was a repeat of the one they had at school. For example,
testing in education is one way we ase belittled in our att-
empts to galn knowledge. Testing manages to cut away the
real, human, common ground there s between teacher and stud-
ent. Many literacy students rightly say: "If you need to glive
me that test to find out I can’t read, you're mad."” w

But the existence of these values and behaviours has meant

that adult literacy work is not as straightforward as it might
seem at first. Adult literacy workers who were fighting against
such ideas met with difficulties. The materials they had to
deal with were all child based. For some it was obvious that
this wouldn't do. But for others there was no contradictlon In-
volved in teaching a forty year old man, who might well be a
highly skilled worker, to read using a Janet and John book.

There was a need for texts for adults which were simple for
the beginnner reader but not simple minded. Texts which ref-
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lected the language and thought of adults, spoke to their int-
erests and bridged the gap between the written and the spoken
word.

It was from this need that some workers evolved the ldea of
using students' own writings, which could be taped or dictat-
ed, for literacy books. This Is how Gatehouse books came
about, It has meant that in literacy the students are actually
generating their own learning materials. All Gatehouse books °
are written by students and are put toge‘iher as books with the
help of the project workers.

Another Important aspect of the Gatehouse work is organising
Writing Workshops with literacy classes and reading clubs
throughout Manchester. We alm t& encourage people to write,
dictate or tape something and to share it with the other people
and also to make writing be seen as an essential part of all
literacy work. We are trying to find a way out of the child
based teachirig materials and attitudes. Unfortunatley many
teachers and students have ideas in their heads about how you
teach reading that are based upon how you might teach a five
year old. What our workshops try to do is to show that you
don't have to be able to spell all the words In the dictionary
before getting experiences onto paper. On our first sesslon we
throw the whole group, teachers and students, in at the deep
end and after a short discussion about writing and what you
might be able to write about, we get people writing, taping or
dictating. We come back together after about half an hour and
read back or recount what everyone has done. People surprise
themselves and each other by what they produce 'and we hope
realise that getting ideas onto paper doesn't have to be four
work books away. The danger is that the group goes back to
where they were before the Gatehouse circus came to town.
But we hope not. We go on to help the group put this writing
together in a magazine, So in the next two sessions we en-
courage people to look at what they've done in the light of
others reading it. We help lay out the magazine and then offer
an optional fourth sesslon where people can come and see and
learn how it is printed. We do this at the Manchester Area
Resource Centre so that iy “will be able to leara the skills
and go on to produce their _#n .nagazines.
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It is a way of bullding up student writing to be used to produce
more. But the most important thing is to show people what they
can do and that this is an enjoyable way to work on reading
and writing. We hope that some people will go on to be inter-
ested in outside writing groups.

The project itself is a collective of six. Some of the workers
are literacy students and their experience of, and insight into
the difficulties of leaming to read and write is invaluable, We
share the work and skills and we see ourselves not as a pub-
lisher or a team of experts but as a community resource,

The community for us is literacy students. At the same time we
are creating links with other groups in the immediate area to
enable them to put their experiences into print,

Since we started in 1978, funded through a Government Job
Creation Project, we've published eight books which we dis-
tribute by mail-order throughout the country to literacy
schemes and libraries. The stimulus for our writing workshops
- came from the Write First Time' writing weekend in 1977 where
students and teachers spent a whole weekend talking and writ~
.-ing. At the second of these in 1978 'Let Loose', a book, was
produced. As Kevin puts it on page 61 of the book:

“When you take away that block - the fear
.of mis-spelling - it's like a door being op-
‘ened. Putting words onto paper and building
a plcture out of your mind, without the fear
of spelling mistakes, this creates a part of
‘your mind that you've never experienced -
‘to write what's in your mind and express
feelings and hopes which you wouldn't
before. You look at your writing and say:
‘I did that?' Everybody's thinking about
something. But we can't all write it down.

- 1 went round a word like enormous - 1 would
write big. As soon as I stopped bothering I
were off." ‘

And Kevin should have the last word:‘

"Well teachers are prejudiced. That is the
problem. Often the way they want you to
put it, 1s the way the upper class in the
South of England talk, class prejudice
really. Class gets Into everything and gets
into writing too. Teachers and people in
society reckon their way of talking and
writing is the best way. Now, I think it's
very important for us not to accept that

and not to say: "Oh, we're students down
here and we’ re to talk and write like those
people up there.” It's very important not

to change your writing like that. You would-
n't want to change your accent, would you?
So you shouldn't want to change your writ-
ing for people who are prejudiced.”

{Let Loose page 71.)

(Write First Time is a national newspaper
of students' writings which comes out

quarterly.)
Gatehouse

ITS TOO WIT TO WHOM
NOT




r—Having Fun At Finefare

1 start at nine

and pull the blinds up.
The supermarket

is quiet and still,

I put a new ticket roll
in my gun,

and I'm ready

to go!

I get the milk from the cooler,
change the numbers on the gun.
Pull the trigger

and shoot the butter

(I'm quite good

at that) .

Carole

won't stand for any
messing!

She keeps an eye on
me. X

all the time.

She's the Supervisor
and strict

but

she always helps us
when we want her.

Last Thursday

the roof caved in

over the chocolate biscuits
and crackers!|

Now -

we're selling broken biscuits
by the ton! .
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There's a big stand of eggs
in the centre of the display.
The toddlers run up to them
and

skrackle them and throw them
on the floor!

Tarah is Indian.
She has long black hair
and gold ear-rings.

paul wilson

Paul Wileom is a member of the reading olub at Fielden
Park Collage.

Salmon Fishing

When I was seven years old I lived In a town called Wilshaw
in Lanarkshire. One day I went fishing with a frlend called
George and his father, We went to fish in the River Tweed for
salmon. It was New Years Day and it was spawning time for
the salmon and so_It was agalnst the law to fish at that time.

Mr Patterson was flshing with a great big rod made out of a
shunter's pole, with a line as thick as a clothes line. The reel
was about 6" in dlameter. He had four hooks called sneggles,
about 3" long. You could see the salmon in the water, as clear
as crystal. He cast In across the river and dragged the line
towards him. The hooks caught the sides of the salmon.

He caught six salmon. One of them weighed 35lbs, the others
were smaller. At that time iresh salmon was 3/6d a pound! I
was leamning to filsh and trying to catch young parr and grierl-
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Suddenly I saw the water bailey in the distance. After we had
caught the fish we planked them (we hid them undemeath
planks and straw). The water bailey approached us. He said,
"That's a big rod you've got, There aren’t any grierling big
enough for that rod.” He must have suspected what we were up
to. Mr Patterson sald, "I might catch a big fish.” The water
balley said, "Tell the boys not to take any parr out under 6}"
long.” Then he walked on. You see he had a ten mile stretch
to cover,

We went home with seven salmon and a basket full of parr of

all different sizes wrapped up In oil skins to keep the smell
down!

duncan

Duntcan ie now working on an oil rig in the North Sea.
He ;:;ssé'd to be a member of a reading club at Ducie High
Sehoo
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l COMMONWORD have printed a set of
ten postcards. Each carrles an illustrated poem written
by a member of the Workshop.

There are two by Phil Boyd, four by Joe
Smythe (author of, "Com. ind Get Me"), three with a
Wel_sh atmosphere by Joan Batchelor, and one evocatlve
of Jamaica by Lynford Sweeney.

S5p each or ten for 40p, Available from
Grass Roots, Metro Books of Bury, and Commonword
offices, 61, Bloom St; Manchester 1, Tel: 061 236 2773.
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Meetings

Mondays 7 - 30pm, Commonword Workshop meetings.,
Everyone is welcome. (See back cover for more
information.

Tuesdays. A new Women"s Writers Group is being set
up by Wendy Whitfield of Commonword, It will be
based at Stretford Library in the childrens room, The
first meeting will be held on Tuesday 11th of December
at 7 - 15pm, For further details ring Wendy at
Commonword,

Tuesdays 7 - 30pm, Rochdale Writers Group meet
at the headquarters of Rochdale Voluntary Action,
157 Drake Street, All are welcome to read or just
to listen, Contact Ray Mort at Commonword,

Wednesdays 7 - 30pm, Balderstone Writers Workshop
is held at Balderstone Community School, Queen
Victoria Street, Rochdale, Contact the community
tutor or steward, or Ray Mort at Commonword,

Alternate Wednesdays. The Hulme Writers Group
meets in Hulme Library. For more details phone
Fran Kershner on 226 - 1006.

Commonword is a member of The Federation of
Worker Writers and Community Publishers,

This is a national co-ordinating body consisting,
at present, of some twenty five Worker Writer
groups spread around Britain, For more
information contact: Mike Kearney, E Floor,
Milburn House, Dean Street, Newcastle upon Tyne,
NEL 1 LF - Tel: 063220719,




WRITE ON is a quarterly magazine produced by the Common-~
word Writers' Workshop. The writing in it is by working
people and reflects the way we see and experience the world,
We believe that this is important and that writing has been
for far too long a middle-class possession. We are fed up
with 'serious’ writers, members of a literary elite, writing
for and about a privileged few; and with the big publishers
who serve up 'literature’ for the minority and best selling
trash for the majority; and with an educational system that all
too often only succeeds in crippling people's ability to enjoy
or create their own literature.

We hold regular workshop meetings at which people who have
traditionally been discouraged from writing get together to
read and discuss their own work. We try to find outlets for
this work in public readings and in our own publications. We
get out into schools and colleges, working with different
groups in the community. The important thing is communicat=
- ion, writing and helping other people to write about the things
that matter to them and the majority of people. For the elite,
the important thing is usually making money.

Workshop meetings are held every Monday at 7,30. There are
people in the office during the day to talk about your writing,
arrange readings and give more information about our work.

COMMONWORD WRITERS' WORKSHOP
61, Bloom Street, Manchester., M1 3LY
Tel: 061 - 236 - 2773.




